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A Catholic Hero—Joshua Casteel’s Obituary 


by David Goodner 


wo hundred 
years from now, 
when the 


Church catches up with 
the present moment, it will 
remember Joshua Casteel 
(1979-2012) as a Catholic 
Hero. Joshua died of lung 
cancer at the age of 32. 


His story is incredible, 
and is, in many ways, a 


“Jesus-story”. And like 
the gospels, Joshua’s life 
and death continues to 
speak to us with lessons 
from beyond the grave. 


“Like Dorothy Day, 
Joshua was a convert,” 
said Frank Cordaro, a for- 
mer priest and co-founder 
of the Des Moines Catho- 
lic Worker. 


“Converts have a ten- 
dency to show us the 
Church as it should be, 
not the Church as it is.” 


Joshua was born in 
Cedar Rapids, lowa to an 
evangelical Christian fami- 
ly. He was the president 
of the Young Republicans 
in high school, enlisted in 
the U.S. Army Reserves 
at 17, and was appointed 
to West Point Military 
Academy by U.S. Senator 
Charles “Chuck” Grassley 
a year later. 


Joshua was trained as 
an Arabic translator and 
served as an interrogator 
at Abu Ghraib prison in 
Iraq in 2004. He also 
worked in the “burn pits” - 
a military practice that 
may have caused Josh- 
ua’s lung cancer. 


He converted to Ca- 
tholicism with the rest of 
his immediate family, and 
was honorably discharged 
in 2005 as a conscientious 
objector after a life- 
changing encounter with 
an Islamic Jihadist. 


| was interrogating 
school boys, young fa- 
thers, imams, average 
people taken off the 
streets and put into my 
interrogation booth. 


Finally, five months 
into my time at Abu 
Ghraib, | had an interro- 
gation with a man who 
was a Self-proclaimed 
Jihadist. 


He told me that he had 
a certain peace, because 
of his faith in Islam. That 
if it was the will of God for 
him to stay in prison, if he 
was never released, that 
he would be okay with 
that. And he challenged 
me, wondering if | had 
that same kind of peace in 
my life. 


Wondering if | 
had that same 
kind of spiritual 
centeredness, to 
take that kind of 
fate. 


He then started 
talking about Je- 
sus. He told me 
that | wasn’t ful- 
filling the call to 
turn the other 
cheek, to love 
one’s enemies. 


When posed 
with that kind of 
challenge, | had 
nothing | could 
say to him. | ab- 


solutely agreed =! 


with him. 


My position as 
a U.S. Army inter- 
rogator contradicted my 
calling simply as a Chris- 
tian. And it hindered my 
ability to do things like 
love my enemies. 


| stopped the interro- 
gation. | had lost all per- 
spective as a soldier. | 
wanted to ask him about 
his willingness to kill me. 


| wanted to ask him 
about the peace that he 
found in his religion. And 
if there could possibly be 
a way to get outside of the 
cycle of vengeance. That 
he and | could share a 
path. 


In the regulation gov- 
erning conscientious ob- 
jection, there is an ele- 
ment they call the crystal- 
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lization of con- 

science. And every C.O. 
applicant has to state what 
that was for them. And 
the interrogation with that 
jihadist was my crystalliza- 
tion of conscience. 


After he was dis- 
charged, Joshua quickly 
became a leader in the 
anti-war movement, serv- 
ing on the board of Iraq 
Veterans Against the War 
and speaking across the 
country with Pax Christi 
USA. 


= 


In 2007, he traveled to 
the Vatican to meet with 
Pope Benedict XVI as part 
of a Catholic Peace Fel- 
lowship delegation. 


Joshua was also an 
author and playwright and 
published one book, 
“Letters from Abu Ghraib” 
and one play, 

“Returns”. He was promi- 
nently featured in the doc- 
umentary films “Soldiers of 
Conscience” and “lraq for 
Sale’. 


| did not know Joshua 
well, but | remember the 
first time | met him in the 
Fall of 2005, when he 
spoke at an antiwar event 
on the University of lowa 
campus. 


At the time, | was star 
struck by the quiet aware- 
ness of this young man, in 
many ways my peer, only 
one year older than I, with 
a life experience so in- 
credible, and so close to 
the war that | hated. His 
discipline and eloquence, 
his maturity, astounded 
me, and | vividly remem- 
ber how humbling it was to 
be in his presence. 


His aura was larger 
than life, but thoughtful 
and gentle, like a centu- 
ries-old spirit in a 
young man’s 
body. 


And | remember 
the day several 
months later when 
Joshua walked 
into the lowa City/ 
Coralville (ICOR) 
Boxing Club 
where | worked 
out. 


He didn’t remem- 
ber me at first, but 
we quickly be- 

™ came sparring 
partners, and for 
the next several 
months we beat 
each other up 
every night, show- 
| ered and dressed 
'| together, tossed 
"| down protein re- 
— covery drinks, and 
waxed politics and philos- 
ophy while he drove me 
back into town. 


That was the funny 
thing about Joshua. At 
times he seemed to me to 
be an angel, almost other- 
worldly, but he was also 
as competitive and arro- 
gant as any young man 
our age can be. | remem- 
ber his stated disdain for 
the angry “hey, hey, ho, 
ho” sector of the peace 
movement — the one he 
knew | most closely identi- 
fied with. And | remember 
when he broke up with his 
girlfriend because he 
thought he wanted to be a 
priest. 


For awhile, we fell out 


of touch, but Joshua was 
the second person | called 
in January 2007 - after | 
approached Frank Corda- 
ro about leading a group 
of young college students 
in a civil disobedience ac- 
tion against the war. 


How meaningful would 
it be to have Joshua sit-in 
to end the war at the same 
senator’s office who ap- 
pointed him to West 
Point? Both Frank and 
Joshua agreed to help me 
organize the protest. 


That night in the Linn 
County jail, Frank fell 
asleep minutes after the 
door slammed shut (like 
only someone who has 
done five 6-month stints in 
the joint can do) but Josh- 
ua and | stayed up all 
night, sitting on the hard 
concrete floor, talking with 
the six other young men 
who gut busted with us - 
about women, love, war 
and peace, boxing, reli- 
gion and spirituality. 


The last time | saw 
Joshua was last Spring, 
minutes before his ac- 
ceptance speech for the 
2012 Bishop Dingman 
Peace Award. 


He looked like shit, and 
| was so ashamed that | 
was healthy and he was 
not that | could barely 
meet his gaze, but his 
voice was warm and 
steady, his demeanor as 
cool as ever. 


It was good to see him 
again and I'll never forget 
what he told me that night. 


“| probably got cancer 
from working in the burn 
pits at Abu Ghraib,” he 
told me. 


“But I’m not angry, Da- 
vid. One of the things that 
I’ve come to feel is a cer- 
tain sense of relief and 
gratitude, that | get to 
share, in some small way, 
in the suffering of the Iraqi 
people.” 


RIP Joshua Casteel — 
a Catholic Hero. 
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The Des Moines Catholic Worker Community 
The Des Moines Catholic Worker Community, founded in 1976, 
is a response to the Gospel call to compassionate action as 
summarized by the Catholic Worker tradition. We are committed 
to a simple, nonviolent lifestyle as we live and work among the 
poor. We directly serve others by opening the Dingman House 
as a drop-in center for those in need of food, clothing, toiletries, 
use of a phone, toilet, shower, or just a cup of coffee and con- 
versation. We also engage in activities that advocate social 
justice. 


Becoming a Des Moines Catholic Worker 
We are open to new community members. For information about 
joining our mission, contact any community member or visit our 
web Site. 


Mailing Address 
PO Box 4551 
Des Moines IA 50305 


Bishop Dingman House (Drop-in Center and Business Phone) 
1310 7th St. 
Des Moines, IA 50314 
515-243-0765 
Live-in community members: Ed Bloomer, Austin Youmans, 
Gil Landolt, David Goodner 


Phil Berrigan House (Autonomous and Sister with the DMCW) 
713 Indiana Ave. 
Des Moines, IA 50314 
515-282-4781; 
frank.cordaro@gmail.com 
Live-in community members: Frank Cordaro, Tommy Schmitz 
Live-in resident: Bob Cook 


Viola Liuzzo House 
1301 8th St. 
Des Moines, IA 50314 
515-401-4197 or better yet Renee's cell, 515-664-1326 
Live-in community members: Norman Searah, Renee Espeland 
Others: Dan Hughes, Frankie Espeland Hughes 


Rachel Corrie House 
1317 8th St. 
Des Moines, IA 50314 
Live-in community members: Megan Felt, Henry Wallace Good- 
ner-Felt, Jessica Reznicek, “Downtown” Julie Brown, Colyn 
Burbank, Aaron Jorgensen-Briggs 


Weekly Lectionary Bible Study 
Mondays, 7:00 pm. Berrigan House. 
Call to confirm. 


Weekly Mass or Spiritual Renewal Service 
Fridays, 7:30 pm, Dingman House. 
Last Friday of the month is a Community Round Table. 
All are welcome! 


The Chiapas Project 
Chiapas, Mexico 
Richard Flamer 
flamerrichard@hotmail.com 


As for ourselves, we must be meek, bear 
injustice, malice, and rash judgment. We 
must turn the other cheek, give up our 
cloak, go a second mile. 


-Dorothy Day 


34rd Annual Feast of the Holy Innocents’ Retreat & Witness at 
STRATCOM Headquarter & US Military Space Command 


Dates: Wed. December 26 to Fri. December 28, 2012 


Site: Basement of St. John’s Church, Creighton, Campus, Omaha, NE 


The Flight into Egypt 
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For more info contact: 
Frank Cordaro and the Phil Berrigan CW House 
frank.cordar@gmail.com / 515 292-4781 
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Using the Gospel of St. 
Mathew’s Infant Narra- 
tive, we will examine 
the links between King 
Herod, his killing of the 
innocent children in 
Bethlehem and the 
murderous deeds of 
U.S. backed modern- 
day Herods. It’s a won- 
derful opportunity to get 
your head and heart 
cleared of the USA 
Christmas spirit of glut 
and over-consumption 
by taking a two day re- 
treat to examine the 
deeper meaning and 
spirit of the birth of Je- 
sus and how the politi- 
cal powers of his day 
received his birth. It will 
be evident that little has 
changed in the last 
2000 years. 


©1990 Tribune Media Services, 
All Rights Reserved soe 
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MPT’s work falls into the following categories: 


tries of peace team members. 


ing in a war zone. 

Team Members Must be able to Commit to: 

Using the group consensus decision-making process. 
Utilizing active nonviolence while in the field. 


Working and living with their team members. 


ings. 


upon their return. 


TO APPLY: 


NicoleR.mpt@gmail.com. 


www.MPTinPalestine.blogspot.com. 
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Michigan Peace Team Calls for Participation in International Peace Teams 


Michigan Peace Team (MPT) engages in third-party nonviolent intervention around the world 
to prevent and reduce violence. MPT has a longstanding presence in Palestine/Israel and 
throughout the United States. Peace Teams in Palestine work with Palestinians, Israelis, and 
Internationals in support of the nonviolent movement to end the Israeli occupation. Most of 


Protective Accompaniment: accompanying Palestinians (replace with “individuals and/or 
communities”) under threat of violence from settlers or soldiers (e.g. farmers harvesting ol- 
ives or working their land; families or communities threatened by invasion/demolition). 

Nonviolent Demonstrations: participating nonviolently in demonstrations or direct actions 
which resist occupation, the seizure of land, or other forms of injustice. 

Monitoring Human Rights Abuses: monitoring and documenting human rights abuses and 
intervening to prevent violence when appropriate (e.g. at checkpoints). 

Awareness: Using direct reporting and media to share the stories of those we meet and our 
peace team experiences, in order to raise awareness in the United States and home coun- 


MPT is currently seeking team members for our Summer 2012 Team. Team members 
must have a strong interest in nonviolent direct action and the conflict in Palestine and Israel, 
be willing to learn, as well as be aware or become aware of the challenges and risks of work- 


Attending one 8-hr basic nonviolence training and two weekend-long international team train- 


Working with MPT and team members to fundraise for all trip expenses. 
Participating in community education activities (public speaking, written commentary, etc.) 


Please visit www.michiganpeaceteam.org or send an email requesting more information and/ 
or an application to Nicole Rohrkemper, MPT International Team Deployment Coordinator, at 


For more information and FAQs regarding MPT International Peace Teams, please visit 
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IF YOU ARE A VETERAN, PLEASE READ 


"|, who have dutifully served our nation, do hereby affirm my 
greater responsibility is to serve the cause of world peace. 
To this end | will work, with others. to increase public aware- 
ness of the costs of war, to restrain our government from 
intervening, overtly and covertly, in the internal affairs of 
other nations, to end the arms race and to reduce and even- 
tually eliminate nuclear weapons. | want to see justice for 
veterans and victims of war, and work to abolish war as an 
instrument of national policy. And to achieve these goals, | 
will support vets of similar mind, who pledge to use non- 
violent means and maintain an organization committed to 
these goals and means that is both democratic and open 
with the understanding that all members are trusted to act in 
the best interests of the group for the larger purpose of world 


peace" 


If you are a vet or service member and can affirm the above 
statement you need to join a Vets for Peace chapter nearest 
you. Why? . . . because the above statement is a rewrite of 
the Mission Statement for the National Vets for Peace or- 


ganization. 


For more info contact: 
Gil E Landolt, 


Pres., Vets For Peace, Des Moines Chapter #163 


Box 188 


ello! | am sitting 
in a local 
McDonalds hav- 


ing breakfast. At the same 
time, I’m looking at people 
and children. The children 
are of different ages. 


A few that are not Amer- 
icans, maybe not yet, (I 
could be wrong) and some 
that are American. Some- 
how | feel that us grownups 
were children ourselves too, 
like these children. At the 
same time | am reading 
USA Today about the fact 
that a hundred people were 
killed in Syria where there is 
war going on. 


So | thought | would 
write an article on how | feel 
about a thing that has been 
with us through out time, 
war. | believe that war start- 
ed the time of caveman 
fighting other cavemen for 
the things of that time. Sim- 
ple things like food, fire, or 
other ways it started. 


Wars have changed 
over the centuries for all 
kinds of reasons, even reli- 
gious wars, civil wars, world 
wars, and wars in the 
streets for all reasons. 
Some are being fought that 
you don’t hear about unless 
you see it on the news. 


We use to have a guest 
who was a friend to me and 
the Catholic Worker named 
James. He was a Native 
American Indian, a Sioux 
that lived on the street that 
had a bad liver and died. 
The thing is that he earned 
a Medal of Honor from Vi- 
etnam. 


There are veterans who 
live on our streets and may- 
be in other countries. We 
have some as staff too. | 
figure there are other Catho- 
lic Workers that have veter- 
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Veterans for Peace, Marching 
Des Moines Veterans For Peace marched in the Governor's Welcome Home Veterans Parade on June 
30, 2012 and at the lowa State Fair Veterans Parade on August 13. We pray for the day that the Veter- 
ans For Peace marchers will outnumber all others in Vet parades. Des Moines Catholic Workers Ed 

Bloomer, Al Burney, Gil Landolt and Tommy Schmitz were among the VFP marchers. Des Moines Vet- 
erans For Peace meets monthly at the Phil Berrigan House. 


ans come to them as guests, 
as staff, or as friends of the 
community. 


| remember that one vet- 
eran and his wife was a 
neighbor of ours. Charlie was 
a veteran of World War II in 
the Army or Marines in the 
Pacific. On the other side of 
us was Mrs. Good. She let 
six veterans live with her 
after she lost her husband 
somehow. When | got to 
know her, she was old and 
had one veteran living with 
her. Charlie and his wife 
were African-Americans and 
Mrs. Good was white. | use 
to cut her lawn. | got to see 
changes of the yard over the 
years. 


These neighbors may 
have passed away along with 
others but not forgotten. I'll 
never forget the meeting 
when | first met Gilbert How- 
ard’s father when Howard 
was my escort at Rosebud 
and Pine Ridge. Gilbert was 
a veteran of the Second 
World War who took part in 
the landing of Normandy on 
D-Day. He was wounded and 
was put on the Liberty Ship 
that was attacked by German 
fighters. He had to choose to 
either swim to safety or die; 
he chose to swim. 


The Native American 
Indians along with African 
Americans and other people 
that have become Americans 
have fought on two fronts. 
One front was the war and 
the other was right here at 
home. With all the problems, 
troubles, death, where to go, 
where not to go, sit, and 
maybe other things. 


In the beginning around 
the time of the Pearl Harbor 
attack there was an African 
American that became a hero 
by helping the sailors that 


were trying to save them- 
selves by jumping off sinking 
ships. He manned an aircraft 
gun on land. People were 
getting killed; nurses, doc- 
tors, airmen, and others. 


| hate to interrupt my arti- 
cle. It has been a couple of 
days that | told you a hun- 
dred people were killed in 
Syria. Now it’s three hundred, 
but instead of soldiers, it’s 
civilians. It’s been like that in 
all the wars we have ever 
had. It hurts if it’s a loved one 
that is in a war fighting. It’s 
kill or be killed and they come 
home hurt, wounded, maybe 
something worse, or maybe 
ok. 


| wonder how Mark Twain 
felt for those two weeks in 
the Missouri Confederacy 
before he left it or J.R.R. Tol- 
kien who wrote The Lord of 
the Rings and others books. 
His son fought in World War 
Il while Tolkien and his gra- 
dating class fought the First 
World War along with his 
classmate C.S. Lewis. 


| never met my grandfa- 
ther. My dad’s father came 
home from the First World 
War with influenza that killed 
him and his wife. My dad 
ended up in an orphanage. 


On my mother’s side, her 
father, he served in the Brit- 
ish Navy. | forgot where he 
was stationed. My father 
joined the Army Aircorp. He 
was a radio operator in a B- 
17 Bomber. His group was 
stationed in England. My 
mother saw a lot of the Battle 
of England (her home nation) 
and saw her brother off to 
war while she read blue 
prints and other things. 


| don’t know much of the 
history of my name, but I’m 
named after a Canadian man 
named Norman. | believe 


by Norman Searah 


Norman was a flight engineer 
that died in Lancaster. | often 
think of him. | think of a 

friend named Tuna that | 
never knew was Native 
American until his father 
went back to his tribe. Also 
another friend named Rich- 
ard, his father served in the 
Army in WWIL. 


In February 1973 after 
trying to remove Pine Ridge 
tribal chairman from office 
with failure, protestors along 
with members from the 
American Indian movement 
took over Wounded Knee. 
They found themselves 
sealed in by road blocks. 
After 71 days of battles, er- 
ratic negotiating, ceasefires, 
and firefights, the protest 
ended in peace on the 9th of 
May. The biggest thing on 
the news that time was Pres- 
ident Nixon’s Watergate 
scandal. 


A young man, his last 
name was Clearwater | be- 
lieve, came home from the 
Vietnam War, | guess he was 
well liked in Pine Ridge and 
Wounded Knee. He was shot 
by a sniper at Wounded 
Knee | believe. He’s also 
buried with the three hundred 
others. 


Now we are at a different 
kind of war besides all of the 
mankind wars. This one is 
with our environment. We 
had a lot of fires due to the 
heat where people lost their 
homes, maybe even jobs, 
and even livestock. With the 
heat comes drought and how 
many of our farms lost their 
crops so food prices will be 
going up? How many have 
died due to the heat and how 
many of us came close to 
being killed or hurt by falling 
branches because it hasn’t 
rained enough so they’re all 
dry. 


We might see more fire 
rivers in some areas, we 
might see more of our wild 
life in some of our towns and 
cities looking for food. Right 
now the Gulf is dealing with 
Hurricane Isaac on the 7th 
anniversary of Hurricane 
Katrina, yet the ice is melting 
in the North Pole. | wonder 
how many hurricanes and 
what tornado season will be 
like and what more is to 
come and what about the 
rest of the world that | don’t 
hear much about. 


One more thing before | 
go. There use to be two mov- 
ies that | loved watching. 
They were The Day the Earth 
Stood Still and Star Trek: 
First Contact. Now we got 
enough nuclear weapons in 
the world along with other 
weapons to destroy this 
world and all of life. 


Let’s say that there are 
survivors that lived through 
the missiles and gas and 
everything was gone, dead, 
burned, and there was no- 
where to send the money 
that they had. No transporta- 
tion so you had to walk, but it 
was the same everywhere, 
nothing. 


At times you wished that 
there were people around, 
some sort of life. You look up 
and wish that someone 
would come down and save 
you but no luck. All you can 
do is start to work with every 
person that comes around 
and have them know that this 
is a new beginning and we 
need to live together and 
work with each other and live 
in honesty and love. 


Thank you for your time. 
Oh yeah, this | pray will never 
happen. If it does, I’m sorry, | 
might not be around. 


4 via pacis, October, 2011 


Occupy the “Powers and Principalities” 


Eph. 6:12 


"For our struggle is not with flesh and blood but with the principalities, with the powers, with the world 
rulers of this present darkness, with the evil spirits in the heavens." 


by Frank Cordaro 


times, before official 

creeds and dogmas, 
the followers of Jesus be- 
lieved the titles “Son of God’, 
“Savior”, “Christ” and “Lord” 
given Jesus was all about 
who they were suppose to 
gave their allegiance, Caesar 
or Jesus? 


n New Testament 


One reason for this is that 
the primary 'space' in which 
the Gospels tell the story of 
Jesus ' life is public space. In 
all societies, public space is 
where it's political, economic 
and religious concerns are 
played out. 


Those who control public 
space; control the political, 
economic and religious reali- 
ties in any society. The larger 
the human grouping, the larg- 
er the public space. Anyone 
who controls the public space 
of a nation is controlling its 
economy, government and 
religious institutions. Any 
nation that comes to control 
‘the known world’ (or a good 
part of it) was an Empire in 
1st century. AD and a is Su- 
perpower today. 


In Jesus' day the Roman 
Empire dominated the public 
space of the known world 
and allegiance to Caesar was 
considered universal and 
divinely ordained. Not to give 
allegiance to Rome was a life 
and death choice for anyone 
and any people. Jesus found 
this out. He got crucified. And 
the Jewish people learned 
this the hard way, when they 
experienced Rome's wrath in 
70 AD and lost their claim to 
their homeland, holy city and 
temple, forcing Jews to re- 
invent themselves. 


In all four Gospels, Jesus 
calls his disciples to make 
choices between giving their 
allegiance to the "Kin-dom of 
God" or continue following 
the Kingdoms of the World. 
Jesus' teachings and para- 
bles often paint a stark 
choice between the these 
two competing kingdoms and 
claims for allegiance. And 
Paul writes of this ‘struggle’ 
as one with the 'powers' and 
‘principalities’ (Eph. 6:12). 


Paul tells us that the 
‘powers' and 'principalities' 
are more than mere "flesh 
and blood", meaning beyond 
any one person's or group of 


people's power or control. 
Jesus understood this when 
the devil tempted him with 
giving the authority over all 
the nations of the world, if 
only Jesus would give his 
allegiance to the devil. (MT 
4:8-9 / LK 4:5-7 ) 


In his talk the "Spiral of 
Violence" (2005), Richard 
Rohr speaks of the three 
‘classical’ levels of sin; of the 
World, of the Flesh and of the 
Devil, each building on the 
other in what Rohr calls a 
spiral of violence. For Rohr 
sin and violence are insepa- 
rable, both grow and diminish 
at the same rates. 


The sins of the 'World' are 
those found in all human 
organizations, what Rohr 
called “the System”. Contrary 
to what most people assume 
when talking about the sins 
of the 'Flesh” he is not speak- 
ing about sexual sins, though 
they are included. The sins of 
the Flesh for Rohr are all 
personal sins that individuals 
commit. When not unduly 
influenced by the 'powers' 
and 'principalities’, the sins of 
the world and flesh are at 
least easily recognized, if not 
always manageable. 


However, the 3rd level of 
sin is of the Devil! Demonic 
sin is a qualitatively different 
level of sin that also plagues 
the human race. Rohr tells 
us that for demonic evil to 
work, it needs to appear in 
the disguise of being some- 
thing good. Rohr warns if we 
don’t first recognize and ad- 
dress the evil in “the 
world” (that is, systemic evil) 
it will wreck havoc in the spi- 
ral of violence in people's 
personal lives and eventually, 
give the demonic powers a 
free reign over all the nations 
and human organizations on 
the planet. 


I've been thinking a lot 
about Richard Rohr's three 
levels of sin and St Paul's 
"powers and principalities’, 
especially in the context of 
the one year anniversary of 
the Occupy Wall Street 
movement and how deeply 
the whole Occupy experience 
has shaped our DMCW com- 
munity. 


Essentially, when | reflect 
my biblical world view onto 
the Occupy movement and 
the struggle we are engaged, 


| see an updated version of 
the Devil's lies, with "powers 
and principalities' on steroids! 
Today's "powers and princi- 
palities' are at work systemat- 
ically in an interlocking matrix 
of national and global finan- 
cial interest,. This allows 
them to control the economic, 
political and religious/ 
ideological institutions and 
systems world wide. | call it 
the spirit of “Global Corporat- 
ism". 

This Global Corporatism 
trumps Capitalism. How 
When the biggest banks and 
corporations are too big to 
fail, we no longer live in a 
capitalist economic system. 


It ttumps Communism. 
How? When the best capital- 
ist are the Chinese Com- 
munist, than communism 
doesn't mean any thing any- 
more. 


Global Corporatism 
trumps our Democracy, when 
corporations claim person 
hood, are given political 
rights, making legal the buy- 
ing and selling of our govern- 
ment. 


It trumps Human Rights 
and International Law when 
the biggest countries claim 
‘exceptionalism’ and kill at 
will. 


Today the lies we believe 
about ourselves in the USA, 
feeds the present "powers 
and principalities’ on steroids, 


and gives them the energy 
they need to put the life forc- 
es of the whole planet at risk. 


And the language of Oc- 
cupy is all about exposing 
these lies. The phrase, "1% 
vs the 99%” is not about ad- 
vocating any kind of class 
war fare. Truth is, there al- 
ready is a class war going 
on, as well as a Sex and race 
wars. For the "powers and 
principalities' can only work in 
a world that pits one group of 
people over another; race, 
sex and class being the his- 
torically favorites of the dev- 
il's brew. 


For me, the Occupy 
movement is all about re- 
claiming public space to de- 
nounce the lies of Global 
Corporatism, what St Paul 
would call our 'present dark- 
ness’. And many of us in the 
Occupy movement are bet- 
ting the world is at a "tipping 
point" in our global con- 
sciousness. We believe a 
critical mass of people al- 
ready see through the lies of 
Global Corporatism. The 
problem is that those who 
control our public spaces are 
almost all beholding to the 
interest of the corporate 
elites. 


Weather instinctively and/ 
or by divine help, the Occupy 
movement understands the 
need to take hold of public 
space, speak the truth and 
expose the lies of Global 


Corporatism and than hold 
the space. If we were to com- 
pare where the Occupy 
movement is in comparison 
with Danish children's fairy 
tale of "The Emperor's New 
Clothes", the Occupy move- 
ment is the child in the crowd 
at the end of the story yelling 
out in a public space for all to 
hear, “the King has no cloths" 


So weather it be at Zuc- 
cotti Park, in NYC, or the IA 
State Capital grounds last 
Oct, or the election HQ for 
all the major presidential can- 
didates during the lowa Cau- 
cus or weather it be the 
World Food Prize this coming 
Oct in DM, when occupiers 
occupy public spaces, they 
are basically playing the role 
of the child in the children's 
fairy tale The Emperor's New 
Clothes, saying as loud as 
we can, “Stop the war on the 
poor!.. on the Middle Class!.. 
on the Common Good!” 


If St Paul were with us 
today he might write Eph. 
6:12 this way, “our struggle is 
not with flesh and blood peo- 
ple but with the principalities 
and powers, in league with 
the world leaders of this pre- 
sent darkness of Global Cor- 
poratism, feed by our human 
lies and sustained by the 
demonic spirits in cosmic 
battle with all that is good 
and of God ." 


Global Corporatism is 
killing us! 
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...No sugar tonight for our coffee, no sugar tonight for our tea... 


We could use someone to adopt us in the areas of butter, olive oil, and sugar. 
Is there anyone out there who would be our “sugar daddy” or our “grease monkey” once a month ??? 
HHH HHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH 


¢ 
¢ 
os 
¢ 
¢ 
¢ 
¢ 


www.dmcatholicworker.org 


From Without to Within 


by Jessica Rezicek 


entered the Des 

Moines Catholic Work- 

er community fully 
committed to a quest to 
achieve personal transfor- 
mation. 


As we read aloud the 
Aims and Means of the Cath- 
olic Worker movement at the 
first community meeting | 
attended, | felt gifted with the 
possibility of rebirth of both 
mind and spirit. | began to 
reacquaint myself with dis- 
tant recollection of the beauty 
and harmony that had once 
guided me as a child. My 
adulthood undermined these 
sentiments due to the threat 
of complete isolation, aliena- 
tion and exclusion. | sup- 
pose the Aims and Means 
represented for me the long- 
awaited promise of the per- 
sonal change | yearned for. 


It is difficult to understand 
whether | had the capacity to 
envision a materialized form 
the change | 
waned. Undeniably | lacked 
clarity and vision altogether, 


particularly on a personal 
level. It is an arduous task 
when one attempts to har- 
ness a Clear vision of revolu- 
tionary change when looking 
out from within a culture that 
thrives on myopia and dis- 
connectedness. 


Vision becomes quickly 
shrouded early in life. As 
children we are abandoned in 
the shadows cast by a billow- 
ing American flag above, one 
that relentlessly waves and 
bows in obedience to capital- 
ism, violence, and oppres- 
sion. This fallacious tributary 
flag functions to produce, and 
to subsequently exploit, the 
vulnerabilities of those 
trapped in the shadows be- 
neath it. 


Our culture spews out at 
us a sea of lies until we find 
ourselves drowning in it. Our 
vision becomes clouded and 
our pleas become desperate 
as we Cling to illusions of 
protection, security, and na- 
tionalism. 


When we become con- 
fined to the darkness of state 
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and corporate control, our 
vision, spirit, and minds be- 
come fettered. We are over- 
come with sorrow and tor- 
mented by the losses we 
have incurred. | grieved with 
a sense of helplessness as | 
experienced my own spirit 
dying slowly within. | contin- 
ued to strain in an effort to 
restore just enough vision to 
allow some kind of light to 
shine down. 


When we live too long in 
an illusion, our untrained 
eyes lack the vision neces- 
sary to see beyond the prod- 
uct placement and beneath 
the concrete sidewalks. We 
catch ourselves granting 
more attention to billboard 
images and computer 
screens, than into the eyes of 
those we love. If we are fortu- 
nate enough to catch a 
glimpse of truth, all we see 
around us appear as towers 
of insurmountable empirical 
obstructions. Our vision be- 
comes reduced to one empty 
experience after another. 


We find that in darkness, 
our insecurities thrive. We 
are taught that we are valued 
by the degree to which we 


Jessica and Julie paint banner for Occupy day of action against Monsanto in the Berri- 
gan house basement. They have been causing havoc to the system since 2011. 


relinquish our self- 
empowerment and fully en- 
gage ourselves in the mon- 
strosity that is capitalism. As 
stated by the Catholic Worker 
Aims and Means, “Those 
who do not "produce" are 
abandoned, and left, at best, 
to be "processed" through 
institutions. Spiritual destitu- 
tion is rampant, manifested in 
isolation, madness, promis- 
cuity and violence.” Calculat- 
ed tactics rooted in deceit, 
manipulation, and force are 
employed to instill into us 
insecurity and fear, feelings 
which | believe are sympto- 
matic of the vision, creativity, 
interconnectedness, faith and 
spiritual growth from which 
the darkness has deprived 
us. 


Marketing schemes prom- 
ise us that the anecdote to 
our isolation can be found 
through consumerism and 
materialism, and that if we 
remain productive we will 
again restore these depleted 
reserves. In darkness, our 
bodies most certainly are 
oppressed and we are valued 
by our exploiters solely in 
volumes of production and 
consumption. What | find to 
be even more horrifying is 
when our exploiters success- 
fully achieve the oppression 
our minds and spirits, as well. 
A market becomes extraordi- 
narily lucrative market when 
the masters and the slaves 
are on the same page. 


Suffocated by how casu- 
ally violence and hostility is 
both reverted to and received 
in my culture, as well as its 
enslavement to the institu- 
tional structures designed to 
serve profit margins rather 
than humanity, | became 
unavoidably ill-equipped with 
the tools and community nec- 
essary to liberate myself from 
my habits. | believe that faith 
has begun to provide for me 
the capacity necessary to 
mindfully search beyond the 
deceptive, industrialized 
landscape for opportunities of 
change. 


| was able to shake my- 
self free from the phenome- 


non of false consciousness 
when | was able to unlearn 
the untruths taught to me as 
a child. At this point, howev- 
er, a whole new set of chal- 
lenges were laid out before 
me. | was left stumbling aim- 
lessly through varying 
shades of darkness, trying 
desperately to restore vision 
and to extrapolate some 
sense of understanding as to 
why our humanity has been 
stripped from us. 


Before finding the Catho- 
lic Worker movement, | felt 
the weight of my grief be- 
coming unbearable, and with 
what felt like so little left to 
lose, | began to disconnect 
from others, the earth, as 
well as from myself. As | 
pleaded in my empty home 
for the loneliness to subside, 
| could only become aware of 
the echoes of my own cries 
bouncing off the bare walls 
surrounding me. In these 
moments, | hoped to be de- 
livered from my isolation and 
to someday acquire the 
strength to love again. 


As my desperation grew 
my understanding of time 
was only that it was running 
short, and of life was only 
that | was expendable. | was 
feeling my faith in the exist- 
ence of beauty and harmony 
somewhere beyond the dark- 
ness rapidly deteriorating 
when | met the Des Moines 
Catholic Worker communi- 
ty. Living here has provided 
for me the path | needed to 
reconnect not only to myself, 
but to humanity and Earth. It 
has given me the opportunity 
to reflect on the suffering 
around us, and a space to 
heal. | pause often in grief at 
the institutional practices 
which serve to extract and 
exploit our brothers and sis- 
ters at any cost necessary, 
and am paralyzed in alarm at 
the apathy which surrounds 
these unconscionable acts of 
hostility and violence. It 
seems that just as corporate 
greed proves endless, so too 
are the amount of conces- 
sions we are willing to make 
to feed it. Our planet is dying, 
and we have lost too much. 


Six and Counting” ° 


by Julie Brown 


t's amazing how much 
a person's life can 
change in the blink of 

an eye. One day you're 

sleeping in a tent in the mid- 

dle of winter protesting the 

government and dreaming of 

change, the next you are a 

new member of The Des 

Moines Catholic Worker 

Community trying to be the 

change you so want to see in 

the world. At least that's how 
it has gone for me. Last 
week | finished my six month 
internship and officially be- 
came a member of our com- 
munity and | am in a place 
where everything is shiny 


and new! I'm in awe and so 
proud of the major changes 
that | have made in my 
life. Each day | feel grateful 
that I'm here, manual labor is 
rewarding, reading The 
Catholic Worker Aims and 
Means during our Sunday 
meetings is mystical, and I've 
only heard my community 
members' stories once. My 
life is transforming and much 
like when | got my first pair of 
glasses as a child, the world 
as | once knew it has more 
beauty and clarity than | 
could have ever imagined. 
The people that live here 
are each so unique and won- 
derful. | am like a sponge for 


knowledge as they share 
their wisdom and experienc- 
es. I'm learning new skills 
such as cooking, gardening 
and how to be responsible 
and loving to our planet. I'm 
also for the first time explor- 
ing what it means to me to 
have a personal relationship 
with God. | am ina space 
where | feel safe to be hon- 
est and vulnerable with oth- 
ers, and I've cried more and 
laughed more in these past 
months than | had in 

years. All of our guests 
bring joy to my heart and | 
feel that even after a tough 
day, | wouldn't trade it for 
one of my best days before 


coming here. 

| am sure many of you are 
thinking to yourselves, "Six 
months, HA! That's just the 
honeymoon." I'm still ina 
place where everything is 
fresh and exciting. | know it 
won't always be like 
this. People keep saying, 
"The only thing we can guar- 
antee is change." and 
"Community living is hard 
and messy, just wait." | have 
no doubt that it is and I'll just 
have to take each day as it 
comes. However, | believe 
that God has a plan for my 
life and in that plan, |am 
meant to be happy. All| do 
know is that trying your best 


each day to do right by oth- 
ers and being rewarded with 
a life that is full of peace, 
beauty, and joy is a pretty 
cool way to live. 

Perhaps by sharing my joy 
with all of you and having this 
in writing, later down the road 
when things get tough or the 
shine wears off, | can look 
back and remember how 
truly blessed | am and how 
amazing this opportunity has 
been for me. | hope that in 
that moment | can renew my 
vows for my work and com- 
munity and begin a second 
honeymoon. Wish me luck, 


Peace and God Bless. 
- Julie 


REMEMBERING HIROSHIMA AND NAGASAKI 


A total of 20 people made their way out to the main gate of Offutt AFB for the annual 3 1/2 day vigil 
commemorating the US A-bombings of Hiroshima and Nagasaki Japan, from August 6 - 9, 2012. 


This year's vigil was sponsored by Catholic Workers in Omaha and Des Moines and by the Des 
Moines Vets for Peace chapter. Though our numbers were down from previous years, and despite 
the 3 day run of 100-plus degrees days, this year's vigil maintained a strong spirited presence 
throughout the 3 1/2 day effort—thanks mostly to three first time vigilers from the Des Moines 
Catholic Worker: Julie Brown, Jess Reznicek and Ryan 'Rylo' Laudick. Also new this year was Ce- 
cilia Scerwin who moved to Omaha recently and brought a lot of good energy to the vigil. 


Our numbers reached the highest on August 7 when we were visited by Nobuko Tsukui. Nobuko 
Tsukui is a Japanese national from Tokyo who has specialized in the literature of the atomic bomb. 
She was one of the speakers at the Lincoln, NE Aug 6th Commemoration. (Top - group 

photo with Nobuko) 


We were also blessed to have Maureen Davis, the sister of Mark Kenny, with us on the line. Mark 
is doing a four month sentence in the Duluth Fed. Prison Camp for his witness against unmanned 
drones in Whitman AFB in MO. Maureen held a sign that read "I'm Here Because Mark Can't 
Be!" (Bottom - Maureen Davis) 


We closed the vigil on Aug 9th with a reading of Tomas Merton's ORIGINAL CHILD BOMB, a 
string of 41 factorials—some significant, others sublime—that paint the story of how and why the 
USA bombed Hiroshima and Nagasaki. A big thank you goes out to the folks at St. John's parish 
on Creighton's campus for allowing us to use their basement for our hospitality; we especially en- 
joyed the showers at the Kiewit Center on campus. 


There was already talk on our way back home to DM about returning to STRATCOM Dec 28th for 
our annual Feast of the Holy Innocents Retreat and Witness with a couple of us talking about 
crossing the line.... stay tuned. 


via pacis, Octo 
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Des Moines Catholic Worker Julie Brown (right) and vol 
teers prepare some of our delicious homegrown garlic. 
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The youngest Des Moines 


in our backyard garden. 


Catholic Worker, Henry Wallace 
Goodner-Felt, helps with the fall harvest of beets and carrots 


UNTITLED 
by Mark Kenny and Maureen Davis 


There once was a man tossed in prison 
For protesting nuclear fission. 

There he honed his convictions 

About the grave contradictions 

Between Christ's and the Strategics vision. 


To proclaim Jesus is Lord, 
Yet rattle a nuclear sword? 


A lie's still a lie no matter how wide they sow it; 
Truth's hard to ignore once you come to know it. 
So for conscience and peace 

(His own at least) 

He'll cross the line rather than toe it. 


Des Moines Catholic Workers Jessica Reznicek and Julie Brown brought a banner reading “Communities Before Corpora- 
tions” onstage at a Paul Ryan speaking engagement at the lowa State Fairgrounds on August 13, 2012. 


CELEBRATING A 90th B-Day: George Hauk brought the cake and we celebrat- 


Two extraordinary individuals—Father Steve Kelly (bottom, second from left) and ed Roy Rahm's 90th birthday this past June 28th. George and Roy are two of 
John Giuliano (bottom right)—visited the Des Moines Catholic Worker in early Sep- the original "St. Pious Boys" who have cooked a supper for our guests once a 
tember. Father Kelly, a Jesuit priest and Plowshares activist, recently completed a month for over 30 years. (L to R: George Hauk, Gill Landolt, Jessica Reznicek, 
15-month term at SeaTac Federal Detention Center for a November 2009 action Roy Rahm, Earl, Julie Brown, CJ and Tommy Schmitz) 


at Kitsap-Bangor Naval Base outside Bremerton, Washington. Mr. Guiliano is cur- 
rently on a cross-country bicycle trip to raise funds for his Tamarindo Foundation 

and its work with children in Guarjila, El Salvador. Further information on his jour- 
ney can be found at http://givekidsachance.us. 


MONSANTO 
GENETIC 
BMA 


Des Moines Catholic Workers and Occupy activists held a vigil outside Monsan- 
to in Ankeny, lowa as part of global day of action against Monsanto on Septem- 
ber 17, 2012. 


Des Moines Catholic Worker Eddie Bloomer reads a letter 
from a prison correspondent. 


via pacis, October, 2012 


The Steadfast Community 


by Colyn Burbank 


Colyn has spent his 
summers off of college with 
us at the DMCW. He has 
since graduated, moved to 
Des Moines, and joined our 
community with a more 
indefinite focus. 


Ithough | have 
been involved in 
the Des Moines 


Catholic Worker for over 
four years, | have never 
experienced two consecu- 
tive seasons here. Sum- 
mers have been the only 
lens that I’ve known in this 
place. As the air cools and 
the days shorten, | am over- 
whelmed with gratitude that 
| can now experience at 
least two seasons in this 
community. 


Stability and consistency 
have been key themes in my 
life lately. | believe most col- 
lege graduates have to expe- 
rience this as they grapple 
with the end of a stable exist- 
ence they thought could nev- 
er possibly end. 


This is why | believe the 
“ring by spring” concept even 
exists (Seniors proposing or 
being proposed to their final 
semester of college). 


Students are trying to 
cling to something tangible 
that feels secure before hav- 
ing to face the sheer chaos of 
a world outside of the class- 
room. 


| have found stability in 
the Des Moines Catholic 
Worker. While | may not have 


always been a part of it, the 
knowledge that this place is 
still doing the same work , in 
the same place, with some of 
the same people gives me 
hope. 


People have come and 
gone with time, division and 
factions have happened, but 
the love and sense of duty of 
hospitality has remained 
steady throughout. 


This community has al- 
ways been home for me even 
while | was away. As | now 
approach a second season, 
my intentions for putting 
down my roots have grown 
into a new season. 


| now focus less on the 
‘here and now and more on 
‘how will this decision effect 


this place, these people, this 
community in x years from 
now?” 


What steps do | need to 
take to cultivate this relation- 
ship into deeper authenticity 
with the mindset that | will be 
doing life with this person 
longer than this summer? 
How can | make decisions 
that benefit this neighbor- 
hood and this community 
longer than the quick suc- 
cess? 


It is hard to be consistent. 


The honeymoon phase has 
ended. | am struck by com- 
munity members such as 
Eddie and Norman who have 
been doing the daily grind of 
the works of mercy for years 
and years. 


The notion that love rests 
solely on emotions is a de- 
structive lie. Love rests in 
fidelity, in constant union, 
and as accepting the monot- 
onous as a gift from God. For 
all is a gift from God. 


There is much to be 
gained by observing the men 
and women who do this dai- 
ly. People who lives their 
lives not searching for the 
next high or the next radical 
idea, but are people firmly 
set in place. These insights 
keep me hopeful and, Lord 
willing, | look forward to ex- 
periencing many more sea- 
sons of the year and sea- 
sons of life in this communi- 


ty. 


The Tale Of Sir Nose 


by Aaron Jorgensen-Briggs 


ne night years 
ago | attended a 
dance party in an 


unfamiliar neighborhood of 
an unfamiliar city. For rea- 
sons I've forgotten, | was 
feeling out of sorts that and 
not in the mood to dance. | 
decided instead to go fora 
walk. 


Distracted by whatever 
was on my mind, | didn’t pay 
much attention to where | 
was going, and soon found 
that | had lost my way. | was 
no longer in the clean, bright- 
ly lit commercial district 
where the club had been, but 
the kind of neighborhood 
with trash in the gutters and 
grime coating the windows of 
liquor stores and payday 
lenders. 


At this point in my life, | 
had not spent much time in 
large cities, and I'd grown up 
in an environment that, look- 
ing back, | consider segre- 
gated. Despite the fact that 
there were many kids of di- 
verse backgrounds at the 
schools | attended, much of 


my world had been mostly 
populated by people who 
looked and talked and 
dressed like me--white peo- 
ple, in other words. So | felt 
uneasy that night, when | 
looked around and saw many 
faces looking back, none of 
them white. | felt out of place, 
in my jacket and tie, and 
wondered if | looked like an 
easy mark for someone with 
criminal intentions. | had ar- 
rived ata moment where | 
was truly lost, and not just 
geographically so. Alone and 
afraid, and unwilling to talk to 
anyone, | had absolutely no 
idea what to do. So | just kept 
walking, attempting to avoid 
all eye contact. 


Before long, | heard a 
voice call out to me, some- 
where to my left. In my pe- 
ripheral vision, | saw a man 
sitting on a stoop across the 
street. He called out again. 
Oh no, | thought, and quick- 
ened my pace. And then he 
said, “Hey, wait! Don’t be 
scared, it’s alright.” Don’t be 
scared, he said, and there 
was something in the tone of 
his voice that calmed me. . . 


It’s alright. . . Suddenly, | 
understood that he saw me, 
saw the state that | was in, 
and was reaching out--not 
with the fear and hostility that 
| was projecting, but with 
kindness. 


Warily, | crossed the 
street and the man stood up. 
With his gray beard and the 
lines on his widely smiling 
face, he looked about sixty. 


“What's happening, 
young brother?” he asked. | 
babbled something about the 
party that | had left. 


“Sirnoze davoid afunk!” 
the man said, grinning. 


“What?” | said, suddenly 
too baffled to be afraid. 


“Sirnoze davoid afunk!” 
he repeated. He paused, 
then, “Parliament, P-Funk!” 


Aha! | thought, P-Funk! It 
was as though he had thrown 
me a life preserver. “P-Funk!” 
| said, “I love P-Funk!” 


The man laughed. “You 
know the story of sirnoze?” 
he asked me. | told him | did- 
n't. “Sir Nose,” he said slowly, 
emphasizing each syllable, 
and pointing to his nose, “de- 
void of Funk.” He paused, to 
let this register, then pro- 
ceeded to explain how Sir 
Nose had been trying to end 
the Funk because he was too 
cool to dance, until Starchild 
used his Bop Gun, which 
made Sir Nose find his Funky 
soul. (For those who may not 
be familiar, Sir Nose and 
Starchild are characters from 
the 1977 album Funkentele- 
chy Vs. The Placebo Syn- 
drome by the funk band Par- 
liament.) 


At this point, | was so 
astonished by the man’s sto- 


ry, by its unexpectedness, by 
its relevance, that | had al- 
most forgotten my fear. The 
man asked me if | was lost 
and | explained that | was. 
He offered his hand and told 
me his name, which | have 
now forgotten, and offered to 
help me find my way back. | 
described the club where the 
party was being held and he 
said he thought he knew 
where it was. We started to 
walk. 


As we walked, the man 
asked me about myself and 
told me about his son, whom 
he was estranged from. His 
son was about my age, the 
man said. | heard the sad- 
ness in his voice as he 
spoke. Before long, we ar- 
rived at the club, where we 
sat on the curb and contin- 
ued our talk. The man ex- 
plained how he had tried to 
teach his son good values, 
had taught him to love with- 
out prejudice, because, he 
said, we are all God’s chil- 
dren. He said that there was 
too much hate in the world, 


and that the most important 
thing in life was to learn to 
love, that mankind needed to 
learn to live together in 
peace. He put his arm 
around my shoulders and 
gave a short squeeze. 
“You’re a good man,” he 
said, “I can tell.” 


I’d like to say that the 
story ends with me finding 
my Funky soul and dancing 
the night away. Instead it 
ends with the man asking me 
for money, which | gave him. 
| don’t think | ever did dance 
that night. The cynic in me 
says to dismiss the whole 
episode as an encounter with 
the finely-honed survival 
skills of a street person. But 
the truth is, when | looked in 
that man’s eyes, and listened 
to his words, | saw, fora 
moment, the face of Love, | 
heard Love’s voice. And | 
was left with the realization 
that Love can find us at any 
time, in any place, that there 
is a divine spark and a Funky 
soul in every person we 
meet. 


www.dmcatholicworker.org 


Occupy the World Food Prize 


www.occupytheworldfoodprize.com 


Statement of Intent: 

Corporate agribusiness controls our food supply which poisons humans and nature and controls our governments, laws, and patents. Our inten- 
tion is to influence the World FoodPrize to stop awarding pro-corporate agribusiness recipients who support GMO crops, and the use of harmful 

pesticides and chemicals. Corporate Ag is not the best hope for feeding the human race. We want the WFP to name winners who advocate sus- 
tainable, safe, local agriculture in the US and abroad. 


PUBLIC PRESENTATIONS 

= Panel: “What is corporate agriculture and why is it wrong 
for the planet and the human race?” 

Oct. 16, 6-8pm at the Des Moines Public Library 


= Presentation: “The Food Sovereignty Prize - What is it? 
Why we need to promote it.” 
Oct. 19, 7pm at the First Unitarian Church on 1800 Bell Ave 


FULL SCHEDULE 


EVERY TUESDAY 11:30am-12:30pm vigil outside of the 
World Food Prize Building, 100 Locust Street, Des Moines 


October 13 - Nonviolence Training, 8am-12pm, at lowa Citi- 
zens for Community Improvement, 2001 Forest Ave. 
October 15 - Convergence day, welcome and party. The 
Des Moines Catholic Worker is offering hospitality to out of 
town folks. 

October 16 - Panel: “What is corporate agriculture and why 
is it wrong for the planet and the human race?”, 6-8pm, Des 
Moines Public Library, 1000 Grand Ave. 

October 17 - Direct Action Civil Disobedience-Occupy the 
WFP building before the Rockefeller Foundation endowed 
award, 5pm 

October 18 - Direct Action Civil Disobedience before the 
World Food Prize Award Ceremony at lowa State Capitol, 
7pm 

October 19 - Keynote Speaker: “The Food Sovereignty 
Prize - What is it? Why we need to promote it.”, 7pm, First 
Unitarian Church, 1800 Bell Ave, Des Moines 

October 20 - A call for College and University students, pro- 
fessors and staff to organize a presence for the WFP Global 
Youth Institute held at DuPont/Pioneer Headquarters, 8am- 
3:30pm, 7000 NW 62nd Avenue. Johnston, lowa 


Also, October 16-19, morning roundtables and nonviolence 
trainings at the Catholic Worker Dingman House, and after- 
noon soap box at the World Food Prize Building. 


Jess and Julie (left to right) vigiling in front of the World Food Prize Building. Come 
join our vigil at 11:30 on Tuesdays! 


Statement of Nonviolence for the Occupy the World Food Prize (Occupy WFP) Campaign 


Occupy WFP campaign is committed to nonviolence and nonviolent action. 


All participants in events and protest sponsored by the Occupy WFP campaign are expected to share this commitment to nonviolence and nonviolent 
action. While nonviolence is defined in different ways by different people in different contexts, and while there exists the need to continue discussion and 
debate on how nonviolence and nonviolent action is conceived, The Occupy WFP campaign is adopting the following principles for this particular cam- 


paign. 


We will act with love, openness, compassion, and respect toward all who we encounter and their surroundings. We will not be violent in our actions, 
words, or otherwise —toward any person or property. 


We will act fairly and honestly with people regardless of the situ- } 
ation or the role they play. 


We will remain calm and aware at all times. 


We will prepare ourselves before we act, and will recognize our 
opposition is to a system of greed and economic exploitation, 
not to individual members of the system. 


We will keep a clear state of mind, refraining from the use of 
drugs or alcohol, other than for medical purposes and we will 
not bring any illegal drugs or alcohol to any Occupy WFP 
events. 


We will carry no weapons. 
We will seek dialogue with those who may disagree with us and 


maintain a spirit of openness, friendliness and respect towards 
all with whom we engage. 


We will gather and act in a manner that reflects the world we 
choose to create. 


Occupy the World Food Prize Panel held on June 20th. 


(Left to Right) Matt Ohloff from Food and Water Watch, Ken Roseboro the editor of 
the Organic and Non-Gmo Report, George Naylor of the National Family Farm Coali- 
tion, Jessica Reznicek of the Des Moines Catholic Worker and Deborah Vanko of the 


A ly 15, 2012 WFP ki ittee. 
peroved Sly Taveule Ccctpy pe cal Lata Food Justice Committee of Occupy. 
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We Can Do More With Less—In Community 


by Renee Espeland 


hese are ways that 
| experience com- 
munity. Communi- 


ty being a standard and a 
shorthand way of framing 
what is it that gives life mean- 
ing. 

These is what | heard one 
day within the span of 20 
minutes: 
| commented, to a man at the 
picnic table, about the nice 
weather (after a summer of 
106 degrees and drought) 
and he responded that it 
might be getting bad. Since 
rain was forecasted, | asked 
if dangerous storms were in 
the future, and he said that 
no, it might be bad like on the 
east coast. | inquired as to 
what was happening there, 
the response was that they 
were getting wind and no 
rain, power outages and ris- 
ing food prices. He then wor- 
ried that Nostradamus’s pre- 
diction of cannibalism would 
ensue. Hmmm, so | moved 
to the next conversation 
where a woman had checked 
out a book from the library 
about Dracula, and she re- 
ported that the Dracula family 
had a genetic defect that 
caused the irrepressible need 
for blood. Then ghosts and 
Frankenstein... a gentleman 
asked if anyone believed in 
freedom, all agreed that they 
did, and so claimed full con- 
stitutional right to his opinion: 
that there are no ghosts and 
that Frankenstein was just a 
guy that somebody shot. 
Don’t you feel bad for the 
folks who choose to spend 
their days doing work where 
they talk about derivatives or 
decide where to target the 
drones sent for assignations 
or design food that can be 
categorized as a pesticide? 
Maybe Nostradamus was 
correct given that we are 
literally burning our planet—a 
form of cannibalism. Even 
with a vast array of untreated 
mental illnesses and addic- 
tions, my community is much 
saner than so much of the 
world. We are a spot for 
folks to land when the library 
has sent them packing, a 
place to pee when McDon- 
alds requires a purchase 
before allowing the use of the 
bathroom and a hot or cold 
(summer/winter) room to 
have a cup of Joe and a 
game of cribbage with one’s 
friends. This community form 
for us a life that makes 
sense. 


Imagine the horror of par- 
ents finding out that their 
daughter was shooting hero- 
in. What does one do with 
this information? Doesn't this 
happen to street kids, or kids 
in gangs or on the streets of 
Tijuana? As it turns out, 
even a sweet little daughter 


of mine can take a few pre- 
scription pills out of an or- 
ange bottle (not prescribed to 
her) and decide that they are 
really expensive and that 
heroin is cheaper. Hmmm, | 
wanted to scream that shop- 
ping at St. Vincent de Paul is 
substantively not the same 
as “bargain priced” narcotics- 
which are most certainly not 
a bargain for long. Given 
that my whole being was 
usurped into a world of unan- 
swerable questions, my joke 
to stay sane was that if per- 
fect parenting was the only 
factor in problems with chil- 
dren, we wouldn't have the 
book of Genesis...would we? 
In any case, what some very 
beautiful women offered 
me—as community—was a 
Thursday morning, 7:00 AM 
gathering for Centering Pray- 
er. At a time when one has 
no idea what to pray for... a 
prayer that prays itself was a 
gift like water in the desert. 


| attend a weekly vigil 
(attended by brilliant yet ordi- 
nary people) that has been 
vigiling for ten years. | was 
talking to a very dear friend 
at the vigil and agonizing 
about my situation with my 
daughter, feeling so lost and 
without knowing—knowing 
about anything—the next 
step, access to information, 
the right thing, and on and 
on. He patiently listened and 
then | remarked that | should 
probably shut-up because 
none of my family was being 
blown up and targeted with 
“double tap” policies (where 
the hell fire missile strikes a 
location and then when the 
rescuers go in to help the 
injured, another missile is 
fired.) He responded that of 
anyone in the world could 
commiserate; it is probably 
the mothers in Afghanistan 
because heroin in the refu- 
gee camps is cheaper than 
firewood. There is neither a 
Walgreens to buy clean insu- 
lin syringes nor treatment 
centers in those camps. Oh 
the darkness that there is in 
this world...and even my 
experience with addiction is 
infused with privilege. 


My two sisters and | have 
been meeting at a lake in 
Minnesota every summer for 
the last twelve years. They, 
with their families rent the 
same simple cabin at the 
same old fashioned resort 
and my family camps at a 
campground a little farther 
down the chain of lakes. | 
have been so blessed to 
have sisters who are such 
exquisite people. They have 
integrity and joy. Soitisa 
blessed event to spend a 
week every year with them. 
The collective passel of cous- 
ins are in and out of the wa- 
ter scores of times a day, the 
grown kids come the years 


Drug production in Afghanistan increased 40-fold since U.S. invasion. Afghanistan now produces 
93% of the World's opium. The Taliban had overseen a significant fall in heroin production in the 
months before the invasion. Mullah Mohammed Omar had decreed that growing poppies was un- 
Islamic, as a result of this ban, opium poppy cultivation was reduced by 91 per cent. No large 
processing warehouses have ever been damaged in the war, in other words, we are supposed to 
believe that our invading armies with a budget of hundreds of billions can not shut down opium 
production even though the Taliban managed to do it with no State financing at all. Obviously the 
opium is still flowing because the people running the war want it flowing. 


Of course, your tax dollars pay for all of this. Your tax money pays Karzai’s salary. Your tax 
money pays for the bank bailouts. Your tax money pays the payroll of the CIA agents involved in 
orchestrating this farce. Your tax money pays for the aircraft that are used to haul all that opium 
out of Afghanistan, as well as for the aircraft that haul the cocaine out of Mexico and Colum- 

bia. Your tax money pays for the police and prisons that house all the drug dealers who ultimately 
push the stuff on to the streets. Your tax money pays for troops to guard the poppy fields from 
the Taliban who seek to shut them down. Your tax money pays for the drones that kill hundreds of 
innocent people every year, including women and children. etc.. etc.. etc.. -Renee Espeland 


that work and school sched- 
ules permit and all get pleas- 
ure from the snacks, boat 
rides, knee boarding, tubing, 
ping pong, fishing, carving 
sticks, hanging out in the 
“store,” eating and playing. 
“Kids Club” is now defunct 
because of the passage of 
years and the threatened 
maturity of all teenagers in- 
volved, but it was great while 
it lasted, and truth be told is 
still operant only without title. 
This is where we re-member 
ourselves so that we can 
move with the rhythms of the 
next year. We are the incon- 
venient family of the bunch, 
not much money, our car 
breaks down every year, 
which really messes up a 
caravan; one sister has tak- 
en up knitting to avoid on-line 
dating and another is con- 
cluding along with Nick Cave 
that there is no intervention- 
ist God (this coming from the 
philosophy major who fo- 
cused on the medieval mys- 
tics.) We get to change; we 
get to be who we are be- 
cause we have known each 
other for all of our time. 


The ambulance: it is my 
beautiful girl in the back ona 
stretcher. Is she alive? At 
the hospital the naloxone 
from the EMT’s bag of tricks 
has bumped those heroin 
molecules off the receptors 
and doggedly taken their 
place. She is breathing and 
talking. How bizarre. She 
looks up at her dad and me 
and says in her disciplinary 


voice, “Stop looking at me 
with those looks.”. Hmmm, 
have you ever done that po- 
litically incorrect thing with 
dandelions where you say 
“Mama had a baby and its 
head popped off?” Yep! And 
then two men from the 
DMCW community were 
there. Gentle and loving and 
not freaked out but very con- 
cerned. As it turns out, eve- 
ryone else in the community 
was in the waiting room. 

She was shocked that every- 
one in the community was 
there. We named off the 
names, when we named the 
name of one gentleman who 
is not necessarily known for 
his warm-fuzziness she was 
flabbergasted. It is a bless- 
ing to have these wonderful 
people (understanding that 
blessings are not always 
easy to deal with.) It feels 
like a curse to have the 
bloodied meat of one’s heart 
open to a group; the vio- 
lence, the embarrassment, 
the shame, the anger, the 
sadness, the ignorance, the 
frustration, the rawness of all 
of it. This aspect is akin to 
the cod liver oil that is so 
good for us but so very hard 
to swallow. The requisite 
loss of pride has been the 
great treasure in this so far. 
As for my girl? A plan. A 
change of location, a job, 
more treatment, school. She 
may or may not write her 
story the way that | would like 
it written. 


My very dear friend of 


thirty two years has a week- 
long festival for her two niec- 
es and my two daughters. 
These gala festivities have 
been occurring for the last 
twelve years. There is one 
large experience every year 
and interspersed are many 
smaller adventures. One 
year it was sailing on a Swe- 
dish “Dragon-fly” sail boat, 
one year it was atrip toa 
family funeral, yet another, a 
day with a professional chef 
(each gifted with a high quali- 
ty chef's knife) to learn differ- 
ent cutting techniques and to 
prepare a beautiful meal. 
This year it was a few days in 
a Yurt north of Grand Marais 
MN. This marvelous retreat 
center, run by two wonderful 
women includes a session of 
spiritual direction (just in case 
this seems appealing, their 
address is WindCradle.com.) 
There are of course so many 
changes in girls over the 
course of twelve years. So 
much to grow into and facili- 
tated by a woman who has 
the discipline, patience and 
resolve to get this organized 
amongst everyone’s busy 
schedule and mild to severe 
bouts of self entitlement 
among the participants. This 
is the stuff that binds us to- 
gether and makes it worth 
committing to life. 


The NA meeting that | am 
welcomed into has been a 
real eye opener. It is an 
open meeting and though | 


Continued on page 11 
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Report on Sept 14-16 Midwest CW Gathering 


Another great Midwest CW Gathering! Close to 200 folks came together at Great Oaks camp, 
north of Peoria Illinois. 


Catholic Workers from 11 states and 26 cities: CO: Denver. IA: Ames, Des Moines, Dubuque, IA 
City, Waterloo, Maloy. IL: Rock Island, Chicago, Bloomington, Peoria, Princeton, Campaign. IN: 
South Bend. MN: Minneapolis, Lake City , Winona. MI: Kalamazoo. MO: Kansas City, St. Louis, 
Columbia. NE: Omaha. OH: Columbus. TN: Nashville. WI: Milwaukee, Waukesha. 


The weekend began with an Anti-Racism Workshop. We laughed during CW Trivia and later en- 
joyed music and fellowship around the bonfire. On Saturday, we did introductions in small groups, 
and the Round Table discussions had several prepared facilitators and presenters. Soccer was a 
big hit, followed by Mass and Skits! Kyla Sisson, from the Missio Dei community wowed the 
group, and took home Football Mary with her poem, “Radical”. On Sunday, we celebrated a CW 
Liturgy, with moving reflections from the group. Thanks to everyone who planned and attended! 


List of Round Tables: Popular Education, CW and Global Social Movements, Community Financ- 
es, Prioritizing One's Health, Sexuality and Community, Discerning Food Choices, Drones, Usury, 
Technology, Co-Counseling, Frack Sand, Occupy WFP, Thriving Community Life Workshop, 

Evaluation of Resistance Retreat, Land and Growing Food, Village Hospitality, Incorporating Spir- 


ituality and the CW Archives with Phil Runkle. 


2013 Resistance Retreat: Two communities are discerning which to host the 2013 Midwest CW 
Resistance Retreat: The Milwaukee CWs with an Anti-ROTC witness at Marquette University, 
Contact: Don Timmerman and Roberta Thurstin 414 342-0158 and the Winona CW with their 
anti-sand fracking campaign. Contact: Daniel Wilson 507-454-8094. Both communities are dis- 
cerning and will let us know in a month which community is hosting the 2013 F&R Retreat. 


For more info or updates on next years Sugar Creek contact the St. Louis CW at 314-621-4052. 


Continued from page 10 


am quite familiar with Al- 
Anon and AA, this NA world 
is a bit of a new experience 
forme. The recovery is the 
same. “The Way”, if you will, 
is the same for all of us. 
Many of us with obvious ad- 
dictions are lucky. Our life’s 
attention is focused with the 
12 steps on a way of living 
where we acknowledge that 
insanity is real, we surrender 
to something greater than 
ourselves, we fess up when 
we mess up, we make 
amends and repent, and we 
find meaning through service 
work. Not a bad plan, too 
bad for the rest of y’all who 
have to read all those pages 
to end up in the same place. 
What | learn in these meet- 
ings is that we all must “write 
our own story,” there are 
things that | can do that may 
influence yet not one thing 
that | can do to control an- 
other's behavior. We asa 
community of individuals 
share personal and collective 
experience, strength, and 
hope and then buoy each 
other up while we spend the 
time it takes to dig all the logs 
out of own eyes. The log 
digging takes a lifetime and 
can only be done with the 
help of an all merciful pow- 


er—weather that is the power 
of a community or an inter- 
ventionist god, and maybe 
the former and latter are to 
each other as a drop of water 
is to the ocean? 


So as we continue to 
write our collective stories as 
individuals, let us all take a 
moment to remember the 
areas where community is 
blessing our lives—I encour- 
age a broad-stroke remem- 
bering, for in my experience, 
the details usually suck—at 
the same time, we must re- 
sist the temptation to make a 
religion of “life’s better mo- 
ments.” We can process our 
own personal issues which 
are a necessary part of life’s 
work, yet it is only in surren- 
dering and abandoning our- 
selves to relationship with 
each other that any meaning 
will be found. The 
“Welcoming Prayer” by Mary 
Mrozowski is the gift that | 
leave you with. Though you 
may think that this prayer 
encourages one to stay off 
the picket line or to stay 
home from the vigil; to vote 
for a war criminal because he 
is the lesser of two evils; to 
refrain from resistance that 
may bring harsh conse- 
quences; it is instead trans- 
formational and brings differ- 


ent energy and outcomes. 
With practice, this prayer 
reprograms us from our cul- 
tural norms—it disarms. We 
become more wholly and 
essentially empowered to 
resist injustice and wholly 
and essentially alive to love. 


Gently become aware of 
your body and your interior 
state. 


Welcome, welcome, 
welcome. 


| welcome everything that 
comes to me in this moment 
because | know it is for my 
healing. | welcome all 
thoughts, feelings, emotions, 
persons, situations and 
conditions. 


| let go of my desire for 
security. 


| let go of my desire for 
approval. 


| let go of my desire for 
control. 


| let go of my desire to 
change any situation, condi- 
tion, person, or myself. 


| open to the love and 
presence of God and the 
healing action and grace 
within. 


“lam where | need to be. 
Everything around me in- 
cludes and hides the sacred.” 


€ 


Photo by Mary Farrell of Winona. 


Radical by Kyla Sisson 

(for Arnie Sisson and Susan Crane) 

Although | have not rolled the roots 

of my hair into thick brown vines, as you have, 
|, too, see a part of myself reaching down to the earth, 
to the muddy beginning of things. 

| trace my roots to the rivermouth, 

to the tree planted strong on the riverbank, 
sending down roots to the riverside, 

where Peter laid down his sword, and the father 
of my father's father was born. 

My great-grandpa was a radical too, 

gave segregation the slip. He leaned back 

in the back of black churches, 

eyes closed, foot tapping 


to the wingbeat of struggle. 


Although | have not struggled 

up the side of a B-52, as you have, 

or poured out a libation of blood for the many dead, 
|, too, see that war and peace grow 

in the same garden, their roots tangled up 
underground. Once, | tried to grasp the thorny stem 
of poverty and yank it out, only to find its roots laced tight 
into my own small comforts. 

Now | roll up my sleeves, as you do, 

and begin the hard work of redemption. 

As we haul water back from the riverbank, the clank 
of my shovel singing out against the bucket, 

| learn that the revolution requires two things: 

A sturdy back, 

and a song, strong enough 


to put down roots. 


PRESRT STD e 
U.S POSTAGE 


Des Moines Catholic Worker cae 7 
via pacis PERMIT NO. 


PO Box 4551 371 
Des Moines, IA 50305 


Change Service Requested 


Prayers 
and Love 


Without your 
prayers and 
goodwill, noth- 
ing happens. 


Peace and 
justice books 
and videos 
are always 
welcome do- 
nations for 
the Berrigan 
House 
Library. 


Food 


Fruit 

Vegetables 
Beans 

Brown Rice 
Whole Wheat 
Pasta 

Rolled Oats 
Meat and Fish 
Milk 

Cheese 

Butter 

Sugar 

Coffee 

Tea 

Juice (sugar free) 
Salt and pepper 
Salad dressing 
Soups and Stews 


Health and 
Hygiene 


Tylenol 

Ibuprofen 

Multi Vitamins 
Antibiotic Ointment 
Band-Aids 
Feminine Hygiene 
Items 

Disposable Razors 
Shaving Cream 
Shampoo 
Conditioner 

Lotion 

Deodorant 
Toothbrushes 
Toothpaste 

Toilet Paper 

Lip Balm 

Diapers 


Donations are gratefully 
accepted on Tuesdays, Thurs- 
days, Fridays, and Sundays, 3 
-7 pm at the Digman House, 
1310 7th Street, Des Moines. 


House- 
hold 


Supplies 
Bleach 
Laundry De- 
tergent 

Dish Soap 
Murphy's Oil 
Soap 
Pinesol 
Trash bags 
Brooms 
Rugs 
Candles 
Energy- 
efficient light 
bulbs 
Aluminum 
Foil 

Plastic Wrap 
Sandwich 
and freezer 
bags 
Towels 


Clothing and 
Bedding 


Underwear 
Socks 
T-shirts 
Sweatshirts 
Hoodies 
Coats 

Winter Hats 
Heavy Gloves 
Sleeping Bags 
Blankets 
Pillows 


House Repairs 


Volunteers 


Individuals and work 
crews for hospitality 
(serving food, clean- 
up), cleaning and 
general inside and 


outside maintenance. 


$Cash Money$ 


Cash donations are 
essential to pay 
taxes, utilities, 
repair and mainte- 
nance, purchase 
supplies, fund 
resistance actions, 
jail solidarity, com- 
munity gardening 
and off-grid 
projects. 


With four old houses, there are plenty of projects large and small. We 


invite do-it-yourselfers— individuals or groups--w 


skills in carpentry, 


plumbing, painting, electrical, etc. to come in, look over our housing 
needs, and choose a project. Bring your own tools if possible. 
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